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THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 
—WALDEN was playing on his 
lute in a slow and pensive strain, when 
he mournful cries of a child and the 
omplaining voice of a woman struck 
WS Carse 
—‘* Oh! merciful God!” exclaimed 
he poor creature, “ hear with compas- 
ion the moans of my unhappy babe !” 
Walden ceased to play, and looking 
ver the hedge, he surveyed the child 
vith compassion, as the woman lay on 
ihe grass to rest herself: he asked her 
ina soft voice, why the poor infant 
cried. 


“He is hungry,” replied the woman, 


weeping bitterly, “‘ we have not had any | 


thing to eat since yesterday morning.” 

“Gracious God! since yesterday 
morning ! wait here a few minutes, and 
I will return.” 

He flew away with incredible swift- 
ness, and reappeared in a short time, 
with a bowl of milk and a small loaf, 
towards which the child stretched out 
its little arms, and the woman to whom 
he delivered them began to feed it. 

“Sit down, my good woman, and 
eat of it yourself,” said Walden, “I 
will take care of your infant.” Placing 
himself on the grass beside it, he dip- 
ped a bit of the loaf in the milk, and 
patiently assisted his little famished | 
charge. 

The child looked up in his face and | 
smiled: Walden pleased and affected | 
at this intuitive mark of gratitude, kiss- 
ed its little forehead. 


*¢ What is your occupation ?” he ask- | 


ed the woman, who was eating with | 
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‘ran to the place to meet him.” 





avidity : ‘* you are, I suppose, the mo- 


ther of this little creature. Where do 
you live?” 
“ No, it is not my own,’ ’ replied s! sh 


‘and I did not know his parents. I 
am the wife of a poor soldier, my wor- 
thy sir, and [I have travelled from be- 
yond Berlin a great way ; my husband 
had been away from me three year's 
and I wanted to see him acain—for i 
loved him dearly. My own two little 
children I left with their grandmother ; 
and I sold every thing I did. not abso- 
lutely want at home, that I might carry 
him a little trifle of mone ys “Accord- 
ingly, I set out, and got to the end of 
my journey, just as my husband had 
marched with his corps, to drive a par- 
ty of Austrians from some little village ; 
so, when it was all over, and they had 
done what they had been ordered, lt 


Here the poor woman burst into 
tears. ** And when I got there, he was 
dving of his wounds; yet he knew me, 
and stretched out his hand, saying, 
Oh! Annette '—our children '—These 
were his last words :—I thought I 
should have died too ; but God willed, 
for the sake of our little ones and this 
babe, that I should live. In the same 
house, where my poor husband expired, 
was the wife of an Austrian soldier, 
who died two days afterwards, and left 
this babe, which nobody upon earth 
seemed to care about. Almost all the 
village had been burned down, and ali 
the inhabitants had run away; so that 
when our soldiers marched, f begged 
them to take the poor child with them ; 
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but then, they said t> me—‘* What | 
could we do wth it?”—And that was | 


THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO, 


are dross! your humanity. to this o; 
| phan will be better rewarded ; but, ; 


very true; but, to let the child stay, | this were my last crown, you shoul 


and die with hunger, was impossible ; 
so I resolved to take it, let what would | 
happen: and I set out, to return to my | 


own home, with the young thing in my | | 


arms. In my way I was weary enough; 


but I never met with any body that, 
took compassion on me or my burden, | 


so I walked on; but I fell sick, as you 
may see by my looks, and spent the lit- 
tle money I had left, and then I sold 
my clothes and every thing I could 
spare—all went, except these poor rags: 
yet, still, I thought, if I could but get 
home I should do very well. I am used 
to hard work, and I could even do for 
this little creature, who has nobody in 
the whole world but me to put a mor- 
sel of bread into its poor mouth; so I 
can’t bear to let it starve!” 

As she said this, she pressed the 
child to her bosom, and her tears drop- 
ped upon it as she repeated—* If I was 
but able to work—or, I could but get 
enough to keep it till I reach my home!” 





“ Poor babe !”’ said Walden, ‘ poor, 
yet happy creature, who, in losing her | 
who gave thee birth, found a second | 
mother !—eyes that drop tears of pity | 
on thy lot, and a heart that loves thee !| 
san thou shalt not from hard neces-| 
sity be deserted !” 

Walden then wrote upon a leaf of 
his pocket-book the name of the wo-| 
man, and that of the village where, she’ 
informed him, she lived with her fam-. 
ily; and, giving her a small sum of: 
money, promised that he would remit 
the same to her every year. 

The woman, on holding the gold in) 
her hand, which had never contained 
so much before, exclained—* Oh! this. 
is too much, worthy sir,’—and being 
desired to keep it, she added—* we 


shall now be too rich, indeed !—my ' 


own little ones, and this one, and their 
grandmother, we shall all be rich!” 

** Good creature!” exclaimed Wal- 
den, with emotion, “ you are rich in- 
deed, in a heart to which all other riches 


| have it—Hasten away, or IT may } 
| tempted to take the child, to have th 
| pleasure of bringing it up, that it ma 
love me as it will you.” 

On hearing this, the woman hasti 
pressed the infant to her bosom, an 
giving Walden a farewell benediction 
pursued her journey with alacrity. 


—» + a-— 
For the Fuvenile PorteFolio. 
CONVERSATION. 

How very pleasant it is to have 
friends, with whom we can converse 
and communicate our most secret 
thoughts, without that cold reserve 
which is so apparent among mankind ir 
this our day.—Conversation is a boon 
which ought to be highly estimated; 
for of what use is society without it! 
We should always, when we are in com- 
pany where good manners are to be ob- 


or greater, whether greatly beneficial to 
ourselves or not. When we see a per: 
son in company who is entirely silent, 
we are induced to believe they are de- 
prived of the power of speech, or think 
|| those around them rather inferior, and, 
willnot disgrace themselves by mingling 
in the conversation. An instance of 
this. kind lately came under my notice, 
a person being remarked by the com: 
pany to sit silent all the evening, was in- 
terrogated why so still? who shortly re- 
plied, “FT can enjoy my own reflec- 
tions.” Now my opinion is, when we 
have reflections to enjoy, we should try 
to select ourselves from company as 
much as possible. 
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REMARKS ON LACONICKS, NO. 8. 





In looking over alate number of — 
very entertaining little miscellany, m 
attention was attracted by a piece on 
peevishness, by your valuable corres- 
pondent Equitus; and the elegant and 
yet modest style in which he expresses 
|himself is so exactly coincident with my 
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this oMlMste, that I exclaimed in the words of | 







; but, i modern poet, 

: Show; «In him I see that valued merit, 

May }; Of modesty combin’d with spirit.” 

lave tha There is a certain medium, to be ob- ; 


it maykerved in our manners and behaviour, 
Bihich is greatly to be admired. 
hastil#™ A benign smile will win our esteem 
Mm, andifmuch sooner than a loud laugh, which 
JictionfMjenotes either half wit, or ill breeding. 
y. 4 person whether young or old, who is 
egular in his temper, not always jang- 
ling and scolding, nor yet too good hu- 
. noured always grinning, will ever be 
> havehespected. 
verse If we will observe this medium and 
Secrefiadhere closely to it, we shall find ad- 
eservevantages arising from it which the 
Ind infpeevish, or the too good natured are en- 



















| boonfrire strangers to. 
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ut it! GLEANINGS. 

com-§ SENSIBILITY—“I sat down close 
€ ob-Bby her, and Maria let me wipe away 
naller the tears that trickled down her cheek, 
lal toflvwith my handkerchief. 1 then steeped 


it in my own, and then in her’s, and 
then in mine, and then wiped her’s 
again, and as [I did it, I felt such unde- 
scribable emotions within me, as I am 
sure could not be accounted for from 
any combinations of matter and reason.” 
“JT am positive I have a soul, dear 
sensibility ! source of all that is precious 
in our joys, or costly in our sorrows. 
Eternal fountain of our feelings! it is 
here I trace thee, and this is the divini- 
ty which stirs within me,—I feel some 
generous joys and generous cares be- 
yond myself, all comes from thee, great, 
great sensorium of the world.” 
SYMPATHY—* During a severe 
winter a robin had flown for shelter to 
Imogen’s cell, her heart throbbed with 
a violence equal to its own when she 
felt it fluttering in her bosom ; it ‘soon 
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learned to feed from her fostering hand ; 
and when their alliance greW more inti- 
mate, it would sometimes receive its 
nourishment from her lips, all day it 
hovered round her, and at night it re- 
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posed on her bosom, it see 
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stolen the art of endearment from its 
tender mistress, at last it died beneath 
the ruthless fang of a cat of the order of 
St. Dominick ! Imogen was inconsola- 
ble. ‘The abbess sternly reproved her 
for her sinful weakness.” | 
“One must love something,” said the 


weeping novice. Where is the neces- 
sity? said the abbess, coolly. Here, 
said the novice, pressing her right hand 
to her heart, and raising her soul-illu- 
mined eyes to heaven, with an expres-~ 
sion that seemed to say, “and from 
thee, oh my heavenly father, have I re- 
ceived it.” 

‘* Celestial happiness, whene’er she stoops 

To visit earth, one shrine the goddess finds, 
And one alone, to make her sweet amends 
For absent heav’n! the bosom of a friend ; 
Nature in zeal for human amity, 

Denies or damps an undivided joy, 

Joy is an import, joy is an exchange— 

Delight intense, is taken by rebounde= 
Reverberated pleasures fire the breast, 

Ye fortune cofferers ! ye powers of wealth, 
Can gold gain friendship ? imprudence of hope, 
Love and love only is the loan for love— 

Poor is the friendless master of the world.” L. 


The doctor of a man of war, having nearly 
got out of drugs, used to administer to the sai- 
lors salt-water in place of salts, unfortunately 
tell overboard; ** the doctor’s overboard !” 
cries the sailors, when a wit replied that, ** he 
has only fallen into his own medicine chest.” 

——— + a 

Some robbers having broke into a gentle- 
man’s house, went to the footman’s bed and 
told him if be moved he was a dead man, 
‘That’s a lie,’ cried the fellow, ‘If I move! 
am sure I’m alive.’ 


ee 


The Count de Grance, being wounded in the 
knee with a musket ball, the surgeons made 
many incisions. When the Count losing pa- 
tience, asked them why they cut and carved so 
cruetly. ‘* We seek for the ball,” said they. 
‘‘ Why did you not speak before? (said the 
Count) I have it in my pocket.” 

——2 + ee 


When the gallant admiral Pasley, whose leg 
was taken off by a cannon shot, was carrying 
down to the cock-pit, one of the tars met him, 
and hoped he had not lost his foot, he said, ‘I 
have, Jack, but take care, don’t you lose my 
flag before I come up again.” 

—— ae 
‘* Silence !” a judge cries, “ in the court, 
You don’t come here for noise and sport ! 
We’ve judg’d twelve causes and not heard, 
Of either cause a single word>” : 
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The fllowiug beautifu: effusion is said to be writ- 
ten vy the late well brown nena Paine, on an 
otcaston of his happily | 
evse, a female friend who had long been hidden 
Jrom his anxious en uguiries, and whom he there- 
fore supposed to be buried in indigence. 


THE CASTLE IN THE AIR. 


In the region of clouds, when the whirlwinds 
arise, 
My Casrle of Fancv was built, 
The turrets reflected the blue of the skies, 
And the windows with sunbeams were gilt. || 
The rainbuw sometimes in its beautiful state 
Enamel!*d the mansion around, 
And the figures which fancy in clouds can 
create : 
Supplied me with gardens and ground. 
Thad grottos and fountains and orange-tree 
groves, 
I had ali that enchantment has to! ld, 
i had sweet shady walks for the gods and their | 
loves, 
Thad mountains of coral and gold. 
But a storm that I felt not had risen and roll’d, 
As wrapt in a slumber I lay, 
Ane when I look’d out in the morning, behold ! | 
My castle was carried away. 
It pass’d o’er rivers and mountains and groves, 
The world it was all in my view, 
I thought of my friends, of their fates, of their 
loves 
And often, full often of you 
At length i: came over a beautiful scene, 
Which nature in silence had made, 
The place it was small, but *twas sweetly se- 
rene, 
And chequer’d with sunshine and shade. 
Tea aed and T envied with silent good will, 
"And grew tir’d of my seat in the air, 
When all of a sudden my castle stood s:ill, 
As if some enchantment were there. 
Like a lark from the sky it came fluttering | 
down, 
And placed me directly in view, 
When who should I meet in this charming re- 
treat, 
This corner of calmness but you. 
Deligh:ed to find you in honour and ease, 
I felt no more sorrow nor pain, 
And the wind coming fair, I ascended the 
breeze, 
And went back with mvcastle again. 


a en 


Lines on the Marrix 
Dearest sister thou must leave me, 
The time’s approaching, we must part ; 
Thy loss it doth sincerely grieve me, 
ihe separation breaks my heart. 


age of a Sister. 


nding, in ayy Puence an d ; 


But yet, I know I must submit, 
And murmnr not, at heaven’s decree 

Itis thy husband, that must take thee, 
He has a better right than me. 

Eighteen years we’ve liv’d together; 
And swiftly have they pass’d away, 

Alas! how oft I shall lament thee, 
Sister dear, how short thy stay. 

May thy kind husband ne’er deceive thee, 
Since he has thy affections won ; 

May God protect thee, never leave thee 
Trust on him, ** the ondy one.” 

** In him place all thy confidence, 
And on his word confide, 

He will protect thy innocence, 
And for thy wants provide.” 

If all earthly ‘help desert thee 
He wiil prove a steady friend, 

He'll preserve thee and assist thee, 

| Till thy weary days shall end. 
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The Nest.—ToO MYRILLA. ot 
| As in the glowing noon of day, i! 
|  Stretch’d careless on the ground, 5 
| Beneath the breezy pines I lay, 
| Lull’d by their murm’ring sound. 
_A ltrle nest ale ft I spied, 
Of teathers w! ite as snow, 
With strong, tho’ slender, cordage tied 
| Fast to the topmost bough. 
| With eager joy, I seiz’d the prize, 
And found a beauteous pair— 
Save, yet unfledg’d, with friendship lies, 
Together nestling there. 
| Delia, my captive, love detains 
| In Hymen’s silken clue ; 
| Friendship, Myrilla, yet remains a 


i Anof? ring fit for you. : 
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MODERN CUPID. 
I Li ttle Cup ) se S quite a stranger 
To his ive home, the heart 
| After oder a constant ranger, 
| Trucking with a pedlar’s ari 
Nature’s | inguage, shale and simple 
He no longer deitgns to prize ; 
| Seldom sports he in the dimple, 
j Seldom vIsIS sparkling & eves. 
Tracts o of land, and bags of mor wey, 
He knows how to estimate - 
And e’er you taste hymeneal honey, 
You must Jearn to calculate. 
Would you marry? tell the crier 
To proclaim it—never fear— 
| Clora’s vour’s, if you can buy her— 
| But perhaps you'll buy her dear! 
| PuirapeLtpHra—Published weekly, Price 
tweive and an huaif cents per month, payable 
| quarterly in advance, by Tuomas G. ConpiE, 
jun , No. 22, Carter’s Alley, opposite Mr. Gi- 
ik rard’s Bank WwW here a Let TER Boxis placed 
| for literary communications. 
| Subscriptions are also received at the Mer- 
_chants Coffee house, Mr. R. Desilver’s Book- 
Store, No 204, Market-street, and at Mr. J 
| Bieren’s Book-sfore, No. 88, Chesnut-street. 
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